28o                                DHATH   AND  TO-MOKKO\V
the year 1930 I had a bad go of typhoid fever and as a result: my foot
became practically useless. The hones shortened, or was it the
muscles, I don't know; I 'had already had two operations, but I
never gave in and despite my feet I still managed to walk twenty
miles with a gun. But this was ;i different proposition. To walk
fifty miles and climb the Pyrenees seemed a lot to ask from my
feet. I shrugged my shoulders. "My will power will see my feet
into Spain," 1 said.
At nine we were at the octroi. There were two cross-roads, a
lonely pub and many people were coming and going, I told Pierre
and Albert to disappear into the darkness and f remained on the
road waiting for the Spaniard. If any trouble took place they were
to hop it. We had agreed from the. start that nobody would stop for
the others. That sort of thing wouldn't help the, man in trouble and
the others had a sacred duty to perform, linjdand pitted against the
mighty German machine, against mighty (ierman eunning and
German organizing power needed every man she could get. In a way
I dragged those two dead-weights along as part of my self-appointed
duty to JBngland; moreover, they were pilots. The Spaniard came,
we walked up and down the road but there v\a:; no j'jpsy woman.
He left me and went to her house, hut she, wasn't in. Eventually she
came with her husband and a friend ; she had changed her mind and
didn't dare to Lake us along. The Spaniard implored her. I put In
a lot of beseeching, too, She gave in. But it was too late in the
night. We must leave at dawn, and she gave me her hand with a lot
of flourish, saying I could trust the word of a gipsy. We went to
an hotel, had a few hours' sleep and were back at the. octroi. The
Spaniard was there. The gipsy never came. We went back to the
hotel and resumed our interrupted sleep. One, more pretty
fancy had left me: the pledged word of a gipsy.
We saw the Spaniard at noon. lie lud seen the gipsy woman
again and now it was certain she would be. at the octroi at nine,.
It was a dark night, and I told Pierre and Albert to make them-
selves scarce. I walked up and clown with the Spaniard and time
fled, and there was no gipsy woman. Suddenly the Spaniard, grabbed
my arm.
"Those fools will get us arrested.   Look at that."
As I've said, on the cross-roads there way plenty of movement.
Where the roads cut each other stood a large tree. Behind the
tree hovered my companions. They were smoking. In the dark
night two red pinpoints came round regularly the trunk of the tree.
Passers-by stopped to stare at those men hiding so conspicuously
behind the tree. Probably getting ready tor murder, or worse.